Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
Here he broke off as abruptly as he had begun; and
the silver-wigged botanist was not too engrossed in his
pursuit to gaze at the fiery young man inquiringly, won-
dering what the finish of that sentence might have been.
But only for a second. Soon he returned to his vetches
and potatoes, which were of far more interest than ques-
tions of politics. And the young man left for his attic on
the rue du Mail to pour out something of his feelings on
paper to Lucien, whom the affection of absence had re-
stored once more to favor.
"Those who are at the head are pitiable creatures," he
wrote. "The populace is scarcely worthy the trouble of
winning its favor. You know Ajaccio. Well, the situation
in Paris is much the same. Its inhabitants are worse, more
given to gambling and slander. You must get the close
view of the thing to see that enthusiasm is only enthusi-
asm; that the French are in their dotage, have lost all
their virility and muscle."
To his mother he sent inquiries about her health and
that of the youngsters and old Mammucia Caterina, a few
domestic injunctions, and his love.
Then he sat back on his dilapidated chair, so different
from the Louis Seize gilt and marquetry of the Pennons*
drawing-room, biting his quill, a thoroughly disillusioned
young man. That "close view of the thing" was, after all,
very hard to get.
He had come up to Paris, still swayed—at least in
part—by the ideals and principles that had engaged his
youth. At a remove, he had vi&ioned the leaders of the
Revolution as burning with the sacred fire, bright with
the pristine purity of his heroes of old. Of course, common
sense had suggested some reserves. But he had not dreamt
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